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Harper, a small thin woman like an amiable
radish, chattered along, she thought impatiently:
* I cannot endure this much longer. I can't
stay in a house where nobody cares for me.*
Although she was forty years of age she was as
childish as that. But perhaps what she really
meant was that she needed to be close to some-
body, close in affection and sympathy. This
house to-day was a prison.

So that when, an hour later, Warren Forster
arrived on horseback, her reaction from that early
morning scene was terrific. She had never
before been so glad to see him. Had it not been
for that early disturbance she would never have
gone riding with him, and had she not gone
riding with him everything in later Herries
history would have been different.

As it was, she did not care. She was reckless
that day, reckless through exasperation and a
longing for someone who was not angry, was not
hurt, was not deceitful.

Warren, his little figure so dapper on his
large horse, was not angry nor hurt nor deceitful.
He was enchanted to see Judith, who was kinder
to him, more responsive to him, than she had ever
been. The house was quite still. She looked
around her and found nothing alive in it but the
robin. The air was filled with distress and
anger. So she gave the robin crumbs, took
Peggy out of her stable and rode off with Warren.

Often, when afterwards she looked back upon
this eventful day and tried to see how one step
had so determinedly led to another, it seemed that